NOWADAYS
result of some mysterious gift to invoke sausages that do not taste
all of bread. His wife often gets taken poorly, so we return thanks
in terms of brandy, a few thimblefuk. "She won't never drink
it, but she do like to know it's there" and I perfectly understand.
I, too, like to know it is there. Those seven nulk-chocolate creams,
each carefully wrapped in several face-tissues, were sent to me by
a Canadian from his home hamper. We met by chance in Cornwall,
and I discovered he was a book addict who carried Montaigne and
Thoreau wherever he went. Here I did not return in solids, but
stuffed him with enough book talk (and no face-tissues required)
to satisfy his lust till the next hamper arrived. I shall remember
him best by his trick of going downstairs to the bar at six o'clock
in the morning to help himself to a large bottle of cider, intending
then to £o for a long walk over the cliffs towards Tintagel. He
always felt dreamy after the cider, so he returned to bed where
he slept peacefully for another three hours. I tried to persuade him
to take the cider upstairs the evening before, and not bother himself
with his long-early-walk-across-the-cliffs delusion, but it did not
give him so much pleasure to leave that out.
Somebody once gaye me a basket of onions, pink and purple
and mother-of-pearl. They will go to Paradise; the donors, I
mean, not the onions. Somebody else, three days before jam
rationing came in, lifted up the y-lb. jar of plum jam which I had
acquired in breathless awe but quite legitimately, and said he would
"put it in a safer place", and it fell from his hands and was shattered
to fragments on the stone floor. I told him then, but gently, that
Paradise was not his destination; but time has softened the blow
and I expect that in the ultimate reckoning it will not count so
heavily against him. What, after all, is jam > What are carrots ?
That depends ... I was shown an exercise-book the other day in
which a child wrote "he gave her a ring of 22 carrots" .. .
A young sailor gave Kate a botde of Benedictine with the earnest
recommendation: "It's been torpedoed twice." One had heard
in the old days that sherry was "improved by travelling three times
round the world—and here was a new proud requisite evolved
from the uncertainties of war. Yes? "it's a queer time"—the
refrain of one of Robert Graves's poems about the last war. Hied
as though it were a precious document, I found among my corre-
spondence a note from a young naval officer (recently returned
from the Middle East and apparently helping the Admiralty to
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